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BABY MUST SLEEP 
Song III 


The moon’s in the sky, 
And the sun’s gone to rest, 
So baby must sleep, 
For mother knows best. 


The stars are all shining, 


And night-time is here, 
Sleep, sleep, little darling, 
There’s nothing to fear! 
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PENELOPE PETERS 


ELIZABETH PETTINGER 
Chapter 1X 


i HE mountains were filled with wild 
oy T | flowers, yellow and blue Johnnie- 
jump-ups, wood-lilies with their 
ai ay snowy petals, flaming bushes of 
aie wild currants and the tender pink 
LT of spring-beauties, while the music 
of bird voices poured forth from 
every bough in an endless anthem of praise 
and happiness. 

All the world seemed happy in this beau- 
tiful May, every member of the Nature family 
had donned its new and choicest garment, as 
if ready to attend the yearly festival of re- 
newed youth. 

The log cabin on the mountain side had 
been shingled anew, the well was wearing a 
lately constructed covering like a quaint Easter 
bonnet of latest fashion, and the chicken-coops 
shone with a fresh coating of whitewash. 
Many acres of land had been cleared of trees, 
stumps and underbrush during the winter and 
were now covered with the tender green of 
growing wheat, while the garden patch yielded 
delicious onions, fresh and delicate, lettuce, 
crisp and dainty, and “greens’’ which tempted 
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2 WEE WISDOM 


the rapidly growing appetites after a winter of 
““canned goods.” 

To stand on the mountain top, gazing 
down upon the cabin and sheds, cleared fields 
and surrounding forest, breathing the fresh- 
ness and sweetness of the trees and earth and 
growing things was a privilege for which many 
world-weary persons would give a fortune— 
especially if health, hope and happiness were 
thrilling one’s body and soul as they did Pene- 
lope’s at the present moment. 

She had mounted a huge stump the better 
to see the winding trail leading across the 
“*hogs-back”” down to the cabin. The impa- 
tient expectancy on her face showed plainly 
that she was looking for someone to come— 
come from the big outside world she was al- 
most forgetting to ever think about. 

At the foot of the stump, weaving a 
crown of purple violets sat Winnifred and Sue, 
less excited than their cousin, but still eager. 

“Come on down, Penny; Miss Stern and 
Jim won't be here for hours yet. Help Sue 
and me fix this crown; its almost done now, 
and we'll make Ethel wear it for her birthday 
dinner.” 

“O, I'm too worked up! I couldn't sit 
still to save my life. I'll be so disappointed if 
Miss Stern should have decided to stay a few 
days in Portland ‘stead of coming right out 
here; and there’re all Ethel’s birthday presents 
Jim’ll have. Won’t she be surprised when she 
sees the sun hat I ordered for her!” 

“Yes, and the leather belt I sent for!’’ said 
Sue. 
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“Well, I just couldn’t think of anything 
for her,” complained Winnifred. here 
there are so few things a person wants or could 
use—I guess though, she'll like my five pound 
box of candy as well as anything.” 

“And uncle’s books—though she don’t 
read now as much as she used to.” Sue 
gathered another handful of flowers. “‘Let’s 
put a few yellow ones in too; they’re so 
lovely.” 

“No, they aren’t, either,” replied Winni- 
fred rather impatiently as she tossed Sue’s do- 
nation aside; “we don’t want those yellow 
ones—they aren't pretty.” 

Sue tenderly gathered up the flowers her 
sister had scattered on the ground and for a 
moment she looked like a thunder cloud; pres- 
ently her frown disappeared and she remarked, 
as much to herself as her companions, “They 
are beautiful and no one should hurt their 
pretty feelings by saying they’re not. If you 
don’t make your eyes see the beauty in things 
Winnie, then things aren’t beautiful. My eyes 
think these Johnnie-jump-ups are just too 
lovely! So you see there’s more nice things 
in the world for me than there is for you. 
That’s why some folks have more good than 
others—they see 

“Dear me, where does this child get her 
funny notions!"’ exclaimed Winnifred, adding, 
is if ashamed of her rudeness, “I’m sorry, Sue, 
I threw the flowers down if you wanted ‘em; 
here, I'll put some yellow ones in if you really 
like them so much. That’s it—yes, they do 
brighten up the blue. Now give me a few of 
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those tiny green leaves. Look, Penny; did 
you ever see anything lovelier?”’ 

Penelope hopped down from the stump 
and, ignoring the question, asked, “Do you 
girls understand that after Miss Stern comes 
we've got to have school every single day, to 
make up for lost time? Isn’t it just too dread- 
ful to have to learn lessons when this gorgeous 
weather's come to stay, and everything's grow- 
ing, and the little chickens coming out! I’m 
perfectly wild with joy to have Miss Stern, but 
oh dear! Lessons! ’ 

‘Never mind, maybe we can coax uncle 
to let the lessons go for a while—he won't 
care.” 

Penelope gave Winnifred a pitying glance 
—‘‘Huh! heap you know about Miss Stern if 
you believe any such thing! We can play to 
our hearts’ content after—take note, | said 
‘after-—our lessons are learned and recited— 
notice again, | said ‘recited." No lessons, no 
play!” 

“O dear, I hate to think about it!” sighed 
Sue. “If auntie Peace hadn’t told me about 
my brain-box I| just wouldn't study my lessons 
for Miss Stern, and she couldn’t make me 
either, but now I feel that | must on account of 
—of—" 

“Well, go ahead, Sue; of what?” prompt- 
ed Penelope. 

“T can‘t just explain it, but when we get a 
chance to learn and don’t learn, then we just 
stop still and good things don’t come to us 
‘cause they can’t. Everything comes through 
understanding and through knowing.” 
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“That's right, speak in riddles, child—we 
understand you better,” said Winnifred, her 
head on one side viewing her work with ap- 
proval. “Auntie Peace and Sue certainly hold 
conversations too deep for me!” 

‘That shows just what I’m saying. They 
are too deep because you don’t want to learn. 
If you really thought about it your brain-box 
would show you what it means,” and Sue put 
on so superior an expression the older girls 
both laughed, but not unkindly. 

Thus the short hours flew away and it 
was growing dusky in the gorges before the 
three gathered up the violet wreath, put the 
boquets of wild flowers in their basket and 
decended the trail to the cabin. 

“| hope we haven’t stayed too late,’ Win- 
nifred remarked, glancing at the fading rays 
in the west. “It would be a shame if uncle 
Billy and Ethel got back before we have the 
table decorated.” 

“They won't,” replied Penelope; “uncle 
said he’d keep her down at the stream until 
nearly dark, so we'd be sure and have her 
presents from the postoffice; but oh, dear! it 
looks as if even Jim were not coming tonight, 
and I’ve given up all hope of Miss Stern, even 
if he comes.” 

As they reached the cabin door a savory 
odor of goodies greeted them, and “Auntie 
Peace,”’ the housekeeper, welcomed them with 
the information that everything was ready for 
the grand birthday dinner—all except the table 
decorations. 

Soon the three girls were busy, darting 
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back and forth, arranging bunches of delicate 
spring-beauties at each place, a bow! of violets 
in the center and preparing a flower-decked 
throne for the birthday queen. 

“We'll fix a place for Miss Stern and Jim, 
even if they aren’t here,” declared Penelope, 
“and it will make it seem more like a party to 
have a big table, but I feel quite sure they'll 
not be here tonight.’” There was regret in her 
voice, and in her heart a very deep disappoint- 
ment which she was trying to hide lest it mar 
the merriment of the others. To be truthful, 
there had been times when Penelope had been 
so homesick for her teacher and friend she had 
shed tears in secret, and tonight it seemed she 
could wait_no longer—her impatience was 
more than she could master. 

When the last touch was added to the 
artistic arrangements and the elaborate viands 
placed on the table the four workers stood back 
and viewed the effect. “Auntie Peace” had 
certainly outdone herself in the delicious tarts, 
four-layer cake with chocolate icing half an 
inch thick, delicate cheese-straws, potato chips, 
stuffed eggs on lettuce leaves, and oh, that 
mound of many-colored gelatine, glistening 
like a fairy’ castle! 

‘“‘Hoo-hoo! Hoo-hoo!”” came from down 
the trail and the dogs set up a barking. 

“There’s uncle Billy—there they are 
now!” shouted Sue, running down to meet 
them, but stopped the next instant as, “Hoo- 
= Hoo-hoo!”” sounded from the trail above 

er. 

“That’s Jim, that’s Jim!’’ cried Penelope. 
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“Oh, here they all come at once, and Miss 
Stern’s with Jim. Oh, Winnie, Winnie, she’s 
with him!’’ and away she dashed, up the 
mountain side and a moment later was folded 
in the arms that had held her close and com- 
forted her through all the years before she had 
lived with uncle Billy and her three cousins. 
(To be continued.) 


FREDA’S DREAM-LESSON 


LILLIAN FosTER COoLBy 


1T WAS a drowsy-feeling summer 
day. Elfreda was alone in the gar- 
den, for mother and little brother 
had gone to see a poor neighbor 
whose house was a few doors be- 
yond theirs and who was in con- 
stant need of kindness. 

“Mother always thinks she must look 
after Mrs. Waters and take her jellies and such 
things,” said Freda, and she tossed her curls 
discontentedly as she spoke. A beautiful but- 
terfly paused in its flight, as if to hear what the 
little girl was saying, but at her discontented 
words he flew away, for many sweet flowers 
were blooming in the garden, and their utter- 
ances were all of love and joy. Freda would 
perhaps have followed him in his flight, but 
she was so sleepy, and the hammock under the 
oak-tree looked so very inviting. “I will climb 
into it and go to sleep,” she said, a bit sulkily. 

The birds caroled gaily above her, the 
flowers breathed perfume about her, and the 
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little girl, forgetting her grievances, was soon 
in Nodland, fast, fast asleep. 


“Why, how large the butterfly is growing, 
and how beautiful the shine of his gossamer 
wings, but he isn’t a butterfly any longer, he 
is a wonderful, beautiful, radiant Fairy.” 
Freda gazed at the Fairy in admiration and sur- 
prise. “Il knew that.a caterpillar became a 
butterfly,” she said, “but who ever heard of a 
butterfly becoming a Fairy!’’ It seemed so 
remarkable to her that she laughed a little, and 
the Fairy laughed too. 

“Do you know where you are?” asked 
the Fairy. “At home,” said Freda, ‘in the 
garden.” at all,’’ answered the Fairy, 
and then he laughed again, such a pleasant 
laugh—no bird-song was ever sweeter. “‘I like 
to hear you laugh,” said Freda, “it sounds so 
pleasant, and so—so kind.”’ course,”’ said 
the Fairy, “‘in this beautiful place one is always 
kind, because, you see, kindness is the law of 
this land and we call it The Summer-land.” 
“The Summer-land,”” repeated Freda. ‘‘Yes,” 
said the Fairy, and he shook his head play- 
fully. Freda noticed that his hair was like the 
gold of the sun, and his eyes blue as the 
wonderful skies above them. ‘What is your 
name?” asked Freda. ‘“‘Good-will,’’ said the 
Fairy. Just at that moment Freda saw dancing 
toward them other exquisite fairy forms. 
They were so beautiful, their movements were 
so full of grace and charm that the little girl 
clapped her hands for joy. “Oh! how lovely 
they are! What are their names?” she asked. 
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Kindness’ is one,” said the Fairy, “and 
‘Love’ another, the ‘Joy of Giving’ is a third, 
and ‘Sweet Compassion’ is a fourth.” “Are 
they not singing?” asked Freda, as the fairy 
group drew nearer. “Yes, dear child,” said 
the Fairy Good-will, ‘‘and their song is for 
you.” Freda listened to the fairies, who as 
they sang formed a circle around her. 


““Give and love and jove and give, 
*Tis the joy of living. 
Full of bliss the life you live, 
When you're ever giving. 
Give in thought and give in deed, 
Minister to each one’s need. 
Solace sweet you should be giving, 
This, dear child, makes life worth living.” 


The fairies’ song was ended. Freda hung 
her little head somewhat dejectedly, then she 
raised it. “I will help mother in caring for 
Mrs. Waters,” she said, ‘‘and oh! I'll look after 
little brother, and I’ll—”’ 

“Tweet, tweet, tweet, cheree, cheree, 
cheree, a-tip.”” Freda gazed around her in 
surprise. She was in the hammock in her own 
garden. The birds were singing, the butterfly 
was flitting from flower to flower. The little 
girl rubbed her eyes. “It must have been a 
dream,” she decided, “but the dream-fairies 
have taught me a very good lesson.” 
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LADY TOPAZ ERMENGARDE 
A Sketch 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


ADY Topaz Ermengarde is not an 
| English lady of nobility as one 
might suppose by this heading, but 
is just a dear, beautiful little long- 
haired Persian kitten, belonging to 
“Aunt Mary,” just as Buzzy, you 
will remember, belonged to Aunt 


Mary. 

Topaz, as we call her for short, was bred 
and raised by Aunt Mary. She was born in 
Chicago, Illinois, on May 20, 1912, with two 
sisters and a brother. Topaz was the only one 
of the basketful of babies to resemble her fa- 
ther. He was Captain Buffalo, a show cat of 
Chicago. This and her mother’s ancestry 
gives Topaz what is called a very fine pedigree, 
something people value greatly in regard to 
cats, dogs and horses. Topaz, being Persian, 
is finer than any Angora. 
Her color is orange and on 
account of her pretty mark- 
ings, she is designated as an 
orange tabby. Her eyes are 
like dark amber beads, and 
she has all of the good points 
required—short, wide tail, 
beautifully marked coat, fine 
large head with small ears, 
and short, saucy nose. - 

Lady Topaz came from Chicago to Cali- 
fornia with her mistress when only seven 
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months of age, and stood the trip wonderfully 
well—she and her mother, Rosemary de Witt, 
and her sister, Princess Amorita, and brother, 
Swami Josef. They all traveled together in 
a fine large cage, their little boy friend having 
a smaller cage. This was a nine months old 
cat named “Sir Tommie of Orange.’’ These 
cages were very comfortable, and much more 
humane than the small baskets they often ship 
cats in. Aunt Helen made them before we 
left. She went into the baggage car many 
times a day, attending to everything for the 
kittens’ comfort, so they traveled like real 
lords and ladies in their private compartments. 

A few days after her arrival in California, 
Topaz was taken to the cat show held in Oak- 
land by the California Cat Club. She was ex- 
hibited in three classes, and won first prize in 
them all, so she received winner's ribbon and a 
silver cup. 

She is very proud of her cup, and maybe 
she is just a mite selfish with it. She knows 
that it belongs to her alone. Often she runs 
and jumps up on the back of a chair and rests 
her forepaws against the white sill of a small 
china cupboard built in the wall, and peeps 
through the glass; then she turns her head and 
looks at Aunt Mary most beseechingly. 

Aunt Mary takes the cup down and puts 
a small piece of toast in it, and then you should 
hear Topaz purr as she pokes her head into 
the cup. Her kitten brother and sister and 
Tommie gather about, longing for some too, 
then we bring out a taste for them. 

Topaz can also shake hands when you 
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12 WEE WISDOM 
say ‘How-di-do, how-di-do!”” to her. She 


comes always when she is called. Her favor- 
ite resting place is on a soft eider down spread 
on the foot of Aunt Mary’s bed, but at night 
she is locked in her own apartment, which con- 
tains upstairs and down, though there are no 
stairs. Above is the bedroom. All the walls 
of the cats’ cages are lined with white oilcloth, 
while the floor has a nice little quilted spread 
of white or pink or blue outing flannel, filled 

ia with cotton bat- 
ting to make it 
soft and warm. 
These spreads 
are washed and 
changed often. 
On the down- 
‘| stairs floor is a 
pan for the kit- 
tens’ use. There 
is a long door in 
front, covered 
with window screening, which swings on tiny 
brass hinges, and is fastened by means of a 
small padlock. 

Topaz loves to go to bed in her cage and 
sing her good-night song, but the little Prin- 
cess, as we affectionately call her, hides like a 
mischievous child, and generally has to be 
dragged out from under a bed or chair. 

The cats are fed two large meals a day. 
In the morning, raw eggs mixed with carna- 
tion cream, or rich cream with a little warm 
water and lime water. At four or five p. m., 
they get each a saucer of round steak, without 
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fat, ground fine with crackers, water and lime 
water, and once a week a very little of vegeta- 
bles mixed with this. This diet keeps them fat 
and healthy and free from any sickness, and is 
recommended by cat fanciers of experience. 

Topaz has had many pictures taken, but 
we prefer the one Aunt Mary snapped in our 
garden in Berkeley, though you do not see in 
it her beautiful bushy tail. Topaz has orange 
colored paws, for she has no white hairs, and 
when you look at the picture remember this. 
When a Persian cat is of any decided color, 
she is always of more value and runs a better 
chance for a prize when there are no white 
hairs on her. 

Though Topaz is so beautiful, she is not 
so clever as her mother, Rosemary, who will 
scratch on a door until she opens it, and also 
can carry on a conversation—speaks back if 
you speak sharply to her, or tell her, ‘‘No, no!”’ 
and replies gently in sweet tones to any com- 
monplace remark. 

Some day we may tell you more of Rose- 
mary, and also of the little boy cats. 

Topaz says for me to tell you that she 
does not remember ever having a sick day in 
her life, and that to be happy and sing all the 
time will always keep one well. 
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WEE WISDOM 
THE CLUB’S COALS OF FIRE 


Marion H. Irons 
(Concluded) 
a] ERNELLA looked at them, but really 


felt too bad to even wonder what 
the excitement was all about, or 
why, when they were dismissed at 
recess, none of them spoke to her, 
but started for their homes on the 
run. 

“We'll surely stop for you on the way 
back, Rosie,’” promised Phil, as they hauled 
her little cart up to the door where her grand- 
mother stood, looking rather alarmed at Ro- 
sie’s early return, accompanied by so many 
children. 

““Tom’s father always lets him take their 
old horse, when he wants to,”’ Phil explained 
to the grandmother, “‘and Rosie can ride back 
and forth, when we haul the potatoes, so you 
see she will have a good time, and we will see 
that she keeps warm too, so you need not wor- 
ry about her.” 

“You always have taken good care of 
her, and | rather think I will let her go, tho’ it 
looks foolish to me, for she cannot work any,” 
said her grandmother, looking at Rosie, with 
pitying eyes. 

“But she can sing, and some way we all 
feel happier when she is around, and if she 
can't dig or pick up potatoes, why, you can 
loan us your two hoes, and the wheelbarrow— 
that will help us out, for we are going to be 
short of hoes.” 
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“That I can, and you are welcome to 
them,”’ said the old lady, brightening, for she 
dearly loved to think that she was of help as 
well as the rest, since she had found out what 
kindhearted neighbors she had, and she sel- 
dom refused a request to let Rosie go with 
them on Club work of any kind. 

None of the parents objected to the chil- 
dren’s plan, though most of them were too 
tired or busy to help with it themselves. It 
was not long after supper until all the children 
were on their way to Mr. White's, Rosie be- 
side Tom in the wagon, as happy as a lark, and 
Ole joined them farther on, though he was not 
a member of the Club. 

Tom drove up to the door with a great 
flourish, which delighted the children, and 
when Fernella came running out, he asked for 
her mother, and as she appeared in the door- 
way, all the children presented their hoes, and 
gravely saluted her, without speaking a word. 

When their errand was explained to her, 
she burst into happy tears, and went in to in- 
form Mr. White, who asked that Tom be sent 
to him. Tom came out in a few minutes, 
blowing his nose vigorously and looking much 
embarrassed. 

‘““What is the matter, Tom?” asked Phil 
mischievously, well knowing Tom's softness 
of heart and proneness to tears. 

“Oh, it’s me Irish tim-per-a-ment,” said 
Tom, looking the other way; “shure an’ | 
can’t face an un-ion without wa-aping,” he 
added in a disgusted tone. 

“My son, those tears do you great cred- 
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it,’’ said Phil in a most fatherly tone, as he pat- 
ted Tom on the shoulders, ‘“‘and—what’s the 
rest of it, boys?’’ he asked, for he had been 
quoting from a lesson of the day before. 

“Niver mind,”’ said Tom, smiling, ‘I’m 
betther now, an’ Mr. White told me where to 
put the potatoes, so ye’d betther git to work; 
he said to thank you, wan an’ all,” and Tom 
made one of his low bows to the girls, who 
could not help but laugh, for Tom was very 
tall and mostly legs it seemed to them, and his 
bows were so low, they almost wondered at 
times if he could resume an upright position 
without falling, especially since they had seen 
him “‘take a header’’ from the school platform, 
after one deep bow at the close of a piece he 
had spoken one Friday afternoon. 

Since then Tom's bows had been fewer, 
and also less deep, but they always brought to 
mind that unlucky one and dread of a repeti- 
tion, but they need not have feared, for as 
Tom expressed it, ““] know me lingth now!” 

When they reached the potato field, one 
boy and a picker was stationed at the end of 
each row, two older boys loaded into the wag- 
on, while Tom and Phil put the potatoes into 
the cellar, and, later on, into the extra bags. 

One might have thought it was a pleasure 
party by the sound of the merry voices, but 
all the time the children were working very 
hard, and as fast as they could. It was not 
any too light when they began to work, but the 
moon soon rose and flooded the field with 
light, and the keen-eyed children picked up 
every potato that showed its brown coat above 
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the ground, unearthed by searching hoes, and 
at half past ten that field looked like an empty 
feather bed; the children being warm, tired, 
and decidedly dirty to boot. 

“They say that ‘many hands make light 
work’,” said May, with a long sigh, looking at 
the despoiled potato field, ‘‘but—’’ 

“Well, in this case it should be ‘many 
hands do much work’,” interrupted one of the 
large boys, looking proudly at the huge pile of 
potatoes ready to be loaded into the wagon, 
and making a wry face, as he straightened up 
to get the “kinks” out of his back. ‘“‘But it’s 
not much thanks we will get from Fernella, 
I’m thinking.”’ 

“Yis, but ivery toime ‘Miss Fernella 
White’ ates wan of these, she will be after 
thinkin’ of us, an’ per-haps our ‘coals of fire’.”’ 

““Heaps of murphies,” translated one of 
the boys, ‘‘will burn away her—her—stuck- 
up-ness wan of these days, an’ I saw with me 
eyes that she felt loike wa-aping when her fa- 
ther was so glad loike that we had come to help 
him—” and Tom blew his nose again, unable 
to talk about his interview with Mr. White. 

“It’s all just a black shadow thought that 
she is allowing to stay in her mind and deceive 
her, and I am going to try and help her love it 
away, real hard, after this,’” said Bessie who, 
tired out, was now taking her turn at riding 
with Rosie on the seat. 

““We can ask her to join our Club; that 
will show her that we want her.” 

‘“‘Humph! she has never had any doubt 
of that—it’s her that hasn't wanted us a little 
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bit, and she has gone to all kinds of trouble to 
show us that, and—”’ 

“But this is all so different now, Phil, for 
we have helped them in their trouble, and in 
spite of the way that she has treated us, and | 
am sure that she feels sorry and ashamed, but 
—well, we all know that it is not easy to say 
that we are sorry when we have done wrong, 
so let’s act as if she had already treated us 
kindly, and you will see a change in her,”’ and 
May nodded at the boys, who, for a wonder 
agreed with her without any dissent. 

When the last load was safely in the cel- 
lar, and things made comfortable for Mrs. 
White, who thanked them most warmly, and 
invited them to come again, the children start- 
ed for homie, and were met by Ole who had 
been missing for some time; he told them that 
Miss Briggs wished them to stop at her place 
on their way home, which they did, wonder- 
ing what she had to find fault with now, as 
they had not coaxed Ole to go to Mr. White’s 
with them. 

To their surprise, they saw a large bon- 
fire and beside it was—yes, it actually was— 
Miss Ray, at this time of night, and beside her 
stood Miss Briggs, and they were both pulling 
hot baked potatoes out of the ashes, and there 
was also a long carpenter's bench fairly loaded 
with good things to eat. 

“Wash your hands in these tubs of wa- 
ter,” said Miss Briggs in her grim way, as she 
placed two long towels by the tubs; “children 
that have done a whole day’s work in the time 
that you have, must be famished, so fall in 
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and line up to the table—such as it is,’”’ she 
added depreciatingly, well knowing that she 
was one of the best cooks in the county. She 
had fixed up the bench with leaves and moss 
and placed three large jack-lanterns on the 
bench, one at each end and one in the center. 

That table certainly was admired by them 
all, and the children’s “‘ohs”’ and “ahs” alone 
would have repaid her, had their teacher said 
nothing at all, but she warmly thanked Miss 
Briggs for the “beautiful table,’’ and Phil re- 
marked so loud that everyone heard him, “‘l 
tell you, fellows, this table not only looks 
well, but makes me feel well, too,” and he 
rubbed his stomach and smacked his lips, as 
he took a third helping of scalloped vegeta- 
bles, urged upon him by Ole, who strutted 
about, “proud as a peacock,”’ passing all the 
good things that Miss Briggs had provided for 
them—unknown to even Miss Ray until she 
was invited there a few hours before the chil- 
dren had been. 

When the feast was over, Tom, who had 
been talking with the others, approached Miss 
Briggs, made a low bow, and thanked her in 
the name of their Club, which they all wanted 
her to join, ‘as an hon-ner-ry mim-ber, if she 
would.” 

This idea had been suggested by the chil- 
dren, in a spirit of politeness, and they hardly 
expected that she would wish to do so, but to 
their amazement she seemed to grasp at the 
opportunity, and eagerly consented to join the 

lub. 

Then she said, in her grim way, but with 


‘ 
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a slight quiver in her voice, ‘I don’t suppose 
any of you children can realize what it really 
means to an older person, like me, to be wanted 
by younger ones in a Club of this kind, for we 
are generally considered ‘joy-killers’ in any- 
thing, and I hope none of you may ever come 
to feel the loneliness of never being wanted, or 
needed—”’ 

“Messes Breggs, Messes Breggs, ah 
wants you—ah needs you,” cried Ole, run- 
ning up and throwing his arms around her an- 
gular form, for his quick ear had caught the 
pain in her voice, and his simple heart was 
touched. 

“Let Ole join us too,” called Phil, ‘‘and 
you can work together.”’ 

“That he shall,” she said, placing her 
hands on his shoulders, as he looked up at 
her, his affectionate heart too full for words. 


“Three of the Club’s cha-ars for our new 
mim-bers,”” shouted Tom, waving his cap in 
the air, and the children shouted until they 
were so hoarse they could hardly say “‘good- 
night”’ to their new members or Miss Ray, 
who told them that she felt very proud of their 
evening's work, before they parted for the 
night, “and I hope you will not dream of po- 
tatoes,”” she added, laughing. 

“TI will, I know, for I can see them now, 
every time that I shut my eyes,” said May. 

“I don’t care what I dream about, if I only 
get to bed soon,” piped Dick, in a weary tone; 
“do hurry, Tom,” and Tom, more mindful of 
Rosie and Bessie than Dick, put the old horse 
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through his best paces and they were soon at 


home, every one of them, and in bed in a short 
time. 


A CHAT WITH LEWIS 


ITH the coming of spring, when the 
birds begin singing and the wild 
flowers open, we feel a great yearning 

to get out and live closer to Nature, to breathe 
deep of the flower-scented air and feast our 
eyes on the beauty of green leaves and bright- 
colored flowers. 

But many of us live in the city and are 
unable to go where we can satisfy this great 
longing. So let us bring nature closer to our 
doors. Those of us who have yards can, by 
spending a little time, make them a veritable 
paradise of color, while those not so fortunate, 
can transform their porches into a shady bower 
of bloom. 

Flowers, of course, can be bought from a 
greenhouse, but a far more interesting and less 
expensive way is to raise them from seed. 
There is still time to grow many varieties such 
as nasturtiums, petunias, phlox, etc., while the 
rarer sorts may be selected from the catalogue 
of some reliable seed company. 

What could be of more interest than to 
watch, for instance, a petunia grow from a 
seed so small as to be almost invisible, into a 
perfect plant covered with a wealth of blooms? 

Who does not thrill with a feeling of pride 
as he looks on the plot of ground which, by his 
efforts, has been changed from a barren stretch 
into a sea of bloom? 


| 
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BODSTER 
CLVB 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Love and Wisdom). 

Pin—tThe three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no 
evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of 
the month before the date of issue. 


In this bright and airy month I hope all 
the Boosters are trying to get out in the woods. 
Just now everything is bubbling over with life 
and the buds are bursting their prisons to shout 
a joyous message to the world. This is the 
time for Booster picnics, it is the time to gather 
wild flowers and run and romp and play. 
School is over this month, and although I know 
you all liked your schoolmates, every one will 
shout with happiness at being free to leave the 
stuffy class-room and breathe God’s pure, fresh 
air. 


The idea of picnics reminds me of the 
Unity Boosters. They are going to have a pic- 
nic. Lucas will tell you about it. 


Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear WEE Wispom—We have six new members: 
Hazel Grady, Harriett Burson, Eloise Engleman, Bertha 
Riesinger, Oscar Grady and Henry Yeager. Our treasury 
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has lots of bright pennies waiting to send WEE WISDOM to 
some little boy or girl who cannot pay her traveling expenses. 
We are going to have a picnic and go out into the woods 
and see the birds and squirrels; and pick all kinds of wild 
flowers. We will take our lunch with us and spread it out 
upon the grass, and all of us are going to eat like one large 
family, which we are. We will look at the different kinds 
of trees and see their leaves; we love to see the big blue sky. 
Will write more next time. I close with love and blessings 
for all the Wees. UNITY BOOSTERS, 
Lucas Tylekens, Sec. 


And here is a new club reporting from 
California. Florence Dorothy Williams is a 
new Wisdom, but she has the right idea. She 
is bound to have a club if it has only two mem- 
bers. You see, dears, it does not matter how 
large a club is, but loy- 
alty is the vital feature. 


Berkeley, Cal. 

Dear WEE Wispom—I 
received WEE WISDOM as a 
gift from a kind friend. I am 
at boarding school. There is 
just my roommate and myself 
that are Truth seekers. I am 
twelve years old. My room- 
mate is fourteen years. Would 
you kindly send us a Booster 
Bank and tell us how to start a 
club for two? I have gotten 
WeeE Wispom three times 
now. I find it very interesting. 
We will write you every month. 
With love to all Wees, 
THE MERRY SUNSHINE CLUB, 
Florence Dorothy Williams Florence Dorothy Williams. 


Of course we have sent you a Booster 
Bank. You will make good use of it, | am sure. 


The Truth Seekers had election last time. 
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Clara reported for them this month, however, 
and we sent them ten new banks. 


St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear WEE WispoM—We had election of officers at 
our last meeting. The new officers are as follows: 

Gardner Grote, president; Edwin Voltz, vice-presi- 
dent; Elizabeth Weber, secretary; Homer Schroeder, ass’t 
secretary; Irna Brodbeck, treasurer. On account of the 
election of new officers, there is not so much to write about. 
We are to have our next meeting in a very beautiful park. 
The name of the park is Tower Grove, and we will write 
and tell you all about it next month. We are all so happy 
to see so many more writeups of the Booster Clubs, and 
send them all just packs of love. ©THE TRUTH SEEKERS, 

Clara Behle, Sec. 


In Oakland we have a dandy club, called 
the Rock Ridge Sunshine Club. Emma has 


written a report for you. 


Oakland, Cal. 

Dear WEE WispomM—tThe first meeting of the Rock 
Ridge Sunshine Club was held at the home of Mrs. G. B. 
Ayers. All had a most enjoyable time. We are to meet 
every other Saturday at 2:30 p. m. Much time will be 
given to reading helpful stories and holding silent medita- 
tions. Pauline E. Ayers was elected president. April 5th 
was the date of our second meeting, when we spent a very 
pleasant afternoon at the home of Mrs. F. B. Gee. Idell 
Broussean was elected treasurer. The other members are: 
Russell Coleman, Clura Gee, Virginia Gee, Beatrice Kemp 
and Brooks John Rice. With love, 

ROCK RIDGE SUNSHINE CLUB, Emma Reed, Sec. 


And now comes a report from King 
Arthur’s Knights. Clarice will have a great 
club in Rhode Island soon, I know. 


N. Scituate, R. I. 
Dear WEE WispomM—Do you know this news? A 
lot of us girls have formed a club (Booster Branch) and 
we are “King Arthur's Knights,” and we seek good times 
instead of adventures, as the knights of old used to. ‘‘What 
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you seek, you shall find,” is our motto, and you may well 
believe we are a pretty jolly bunch. 
KING ARTHUR’S KNIGHTS, Clarice Wheeler, Sec. 


Ruth has written this month for the Jolly 
Writers, and you will find with the report of 
the club the pictures of three of the members. 
Perhaps if some of you enthusiastic Wisdoms 
who cannot start a club all 
your own would write Ruth, 
she would tell you. how to 
get into the Jolly Writers. 


Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Dear WEE WispomM—Please 
send me a Booster Bank, as | be- 
long to the “Jolly Writers.” Per- 
haps you would want to know how 
our club started. Last year, I 
think, I asked some Wees to write 
to me, so Lora Butter and Celia 
Stapleton wrote to me. Later Lora 
wrote to Celia. A few months 
afterward I read in WEE WIispDoM 
of Goldie Holt asking some one to 
write to her, also Elizabeth Fales. 
Lora Butter also wrote to them. 
Then Goldie and Elizabeth corre- 
sponded. So you see we have a 
Booster Club established, one girl 
in Wisconsin, two girls in Massa- 
chusetts, one in Iowa, and two in 
Cincinnati. It is unlike all the other 
clubs, isn’t it? 

THE JOLLY WRITERS, 
Ruth Frahm, Sec. for the month. 


1781 Westwood Ave. 
Ruth Frahm P. S.—I must not forget to 


Lora Butter tell you that Elizabeth Evers also 
Elizabeth Fales belongs to the “Jolly Writers.” 


| Ne 
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Beatrice has a report from the Good Deed 


Club. San Jose, Cal. 
Dear WEE WispDoM—I have come from Nebraska to 
stay with my grandmother in San Jose, California. I go 
to the Home of Truth Sunday School and belong to the 
Good Deed Club. We meet every two weeks to sew for 
the children that are poor. Last meeting there were about 
twenty members present. We sewed a little while and then 
had an Easter egg hunt. Those who had the same colored 
eggs were partners. We marched downstairs, and for re- 
freshments had ice cream and cookies. We had a very 
good time. With love to all the Wees. 
GOOD DEED CLUB, Beatrice Jones, Sec. 


My, but things are progressing fine! So 
many members coming into the clubs and the 
enthusiasm is remarkable. 


Mary Lee sends in the good news that a 
club is started in Owingsville, but does not tell 
us the name of it. 

Owingsville, Ky. 
Dear Rovyal—Please send me a Booster Bank. We 
have seven members in our club. Please send us just one 
more pin. Please send the pin and bank soon. Please 
send me a letter soon. Your friend, Mary Lee. 


Ruth has a nice letter for us. She lives in 


San Jose and no doubt belongs to the Good 
Deed Club. 
San Jose, Cal. 

Dear WEE Wispom—I have not written to you for 
a long time. I go to the Home of Truth Sunday School 
here in San Jose. I like it very much. In our Sunday 
School class we have a book we call our ““Treasure Book.” 
We keep verses in it. There is one very nice one; it is 


“Love Divine, including all 
From the greatest to the small, 
Can be mine in that degree 
That I let it shine through me.” 


I like that one very much. I would like to have one 
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of the little banks. I think it is a good idea to save money 
to send WEE WIsDoM to some other boy or girl. Well 
I will close, with love to all the Wees, | Ruth Meagher.’ 

Herbert Stanley Snell 
has written a few 
thoughts for us. Here 
is his picture also. He 
comes clear from 
Frenchmans Creek, 
Rockhampton, Queens- 
land, Australia. 


Queensland, Australia 
To WEE WispomMm—Who is 
our Father? God is our Fa- 
ther. He guides us by day and 
night. God is the giver of all 
things good. If we trust in 
God we shall have full and 
plenty. 
Herbert Stanley Snell. 


Narcissa Olga Butter would like to cor- 
respond with any Wisdoms who like to write 
letters. Here is her message. 


Herbert Stanley Snell 


Mavville, Wis. 
Dear WEE Wispom—lI took the WEE WIsDoM 
with my sister. We both read it and like it, although 
Lora always gets it first. I would like a bank. I am one 
of the older girls who take the WEE WisDom, and there- 
fore am not fortunate enough to belong to a club. The 
older girls here do not take the magazine. I am in second 
year high school, and I will be sweet sixteen on the 26th 
of May. Hoping to see this letter in print and to hear from 

some girls, near and far, I remain Yours truly, 
. Narcissa Olga Butter. 
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P. S.—Inclosed is a picture of myself taken last sum- 
mer in our garden. I have a camera. 

The picture was not clear enough to print. 

Wisdoms all over the country are getting 
ready to start clubs, and hundreds are sending 
in for Booster Banks. 

Did | tell you the good news? There is 
a great big surprise awaiting you in the August 
number. Wee Wisdom is going to grow up 
into a great big magazine, and have lots of 
stories for Wees, lots of stories for the bigger 
Wisdoms and even something nice for mamma 
and papa. 

August is Wee Wisdom’s birthday, and 
this is a surprise on her, so don’t tell anyone 
that might let the secret out. Of course she 
will be heavier, and so her traveling expenses 
will be more. But all her children and their 
friends may pay for her at 50 cents a year if 
they get their subscriptions in before July Ist. 
After July it will cost just twice as much. If 
you wish to send Wee Wisdom to your friends 
or to renew your subscription, you had better 
get a bank at once and start to saving. 

We must have about twenty clubs now. 
If they would all elect live, enthusiastic secre- 
taries, we should have a most interesting de- 
partment in our Booster page every month. 


| 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


LESSON 7, MAY 
JosEPH Mape RULER oF Ecypt.—Gen. 41 :25-40. 


GoLDEN TEXxT—God giveth grace to the humble.— 
I Peter 5:5. 


After Joseph had spent two years in prison he was 
called to interpret a dream for Pharaoh, king of Egypt. 
The dream had been of seven good ears of corn and seven 
fat cattle, and also of seven blasted ears of corn and seven 
thin cattle. 

Joseph informed Pharaoh that this meant that there 
would be seven years of plenty in Egypt followed by seven 
years of famine. 

Joseph advised Pharaoh to hunt out a man discreet 
and wise and set him over the land of Egypt, that during the 
good years one-fifth of the crops might be stood against the 
years of famine which were to come. 

The king thought this good advice, and Joseph being 
a man in whom the Spirit of God was, Pharaoh made him 
ruler over all Egypt, with none above him save the king 
himself. 

Through all of Joseph’s imprisonment he had never 
lost faith in God. He believed Jehovah’s promise in spite 
of appearances. These days of darkness had been a school- 
ing rather than a misfortune. They taught Joseph patience 
and forbearance. 

To all of us there comes times when the promises of 
God seem mere Bible stories with no foundation, then evil 
seems very real. If through such times we hold firmly to 
our faith and declare that “Only the good is true,’’ we 
have proved that we really know the law. 

It is easy enough when we are full of health and joy 
to declare that “‘all is good,” and believe it. The proof of 
faith is to hold just as positively to and believe just as firmly 
in the good when there seems a lack. If we are wise we will 
follow the example of Joseph and turn all our experiences 
to good account. Instead of allowing ourselves to become 
discouraged and lose our hold we will gain strength, stead- 
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iness of purpose and poise through keeping our minds within 
on the One Source of all good. It is in times of outer dark- 
ness that the light within shines brightest. If we keep our 
eyes constantly on this inner true light, the outer darkness 
will disappear. 


LESSON 8, MAY 18 
JosEPH Meets His BRETHREN.—Gen. 42:3-17. 


GoLDEN TExT—Whatsoever a man soweth, that 
shall he also reap.—Gal. 6:7. 


Joseph’s interpretation of Pharaoh’s dream proved to 
be the true one. After seven years of plenty, during which 
corn was stored in Egypt under Joseph’s direction, came 
seven years of famine. During these years men came from 
afar to buy corn in Egypt and among them, from the land 
of Canaan, came Joseph’s brothers. 

Now you remember that years before these same 
brothers had tried to kill Joseph, and for all they knew, he 
was dead. So when they came before him to buy corn they 
did not know him. Joseph knew them and asked about their 
father. They told him of a younger brother Benjamin 
whom he had never seen. Being anxious to see his younger 
brother, Joseph pretended not to believe their story and im- 
prisoned them in his house until they sent for their brother 
to prove their story. 

The coming of the seven years of plenty and the seven 
of famine, and the storing of corn proved Joseph’s wisdom 
and discretion. It was not through outer channels that 
Joseph gained this wisdom, but by listening to the inner voice 
and following its guidance. 

Through the Spirit, Joseph and the people over whom 
he ruled were led to do just the right thing. 

Joseph’s brethren and all those who were not living ac- 
cording to the great law of God found themselves without 
food when the lean years came. 

The Golden Text says, ““Whatsoever a man soweth, 
that shall he also reap,” and it is always carried out to the 
letter. Joseph’s brothers had sown hate and envy—evil— 
and they were reaping evil in the shape of lack of food. 

If we live by the law—thinking only thoughts of love 
and truth—we need have no fear of the harvest, for it will 
be rich and plenteous. 


| 
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LESSON 9, MAY 25 
JOsEPH AND BENJAMIN.—Gen. 43:18, 19, 23-34. 


GoLDEN TExT—He that loveth his brother abideth 
in the light—I John 2:10. 

When -Joseph’s brothers found themselves prisoners 
they were afraid and thought harm would come to them. 
But the steward of Joseph’s house bade them fear not. 
When Benjamin was brought from Canaan they all sat 
down to feast, but Joseph did not reveal his identity to them. 

The fear which consumed Joseph’s brethren when they 
found themselves imprisoned is in direct contrast to the faith 
and bravery Joseph had shown under like circumstances. 
It is only the weakling, the person who is not sure of his 
foundation, who is afraid. When we know that the Spirit 
within guides and protects us and are sure we are living by 
its laws every minute of our lives, fear does not come to us. 


LESSON 9, JUNE | 
JosEPpH Tests His BRETHREN.—Gen. 44:4-17. 


GoLDEN TExT—Confess therefore your sins one to 
another, and pray one for another, that ye may be healed.— 
James 5 

As his brothers were leaving Egypt for their home in 
Canaan, Joseph had his servant run after them and accuse 
them of stealing a valuable cup. They searched through 
all their loads and found the cup in the sack of Benjamin. 
Then all were taken back to Joseph’s house and he told 
them Benjamin must stay and be his servant but the rest 
could go in peace to their father. 

The cup had not really been stolen by the brothers, 
but had been dropped into Benjamin’s sack by servants of 
Joseph. It was Joseph’s scheme to keep his youngest brother 
with him.- While the brothers of Joseph were not really 
guilty this time, they had been guilty in years past of much 
evil, and all the trouble they were now having was the reap- 
ing of the evil seed then sown. 

If we expect to be healthy and happy and to have our 
paths lay in pleasant places, we must never let hate or envy 
have place in our minds. They cause trouble every time. 
If we wish to profit by the promises of the Spirit we must 
live by the laws of the Spirit. 
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WILD FLOWERS 


AY time always brings to my mind wild 
flowers. There is so much of romance 
about wild flowers which cultivation 

seems to destroy. 

When I was ever so much smaller I used 
to, every May time, gather wild flowers on the 
wide prairies. Wild daisies and blue-bells and 
a tiny red flower we called wild geranium. We 
worked hard in the blazing sun, but the re- 
ward was rosy cheeks and happy hearts. The 
daisies we used to dig up and take home to 
transplant. . They did not often live, for the 
transplanting was crude, but, oh the fun of 
digging in the brown earth and being near the 
growing things. I can feel it now, and it has 


been long since I gathered wild flowers with 
her. 


She was a brown-haired girlie who is in- 
tertwined with my childhood as mistletoe is 
with Christmas. There is no separating them. 
Without her I should have been lonely indeed, 
for | had no sisters or brothers. But she made 
up for both, being all in all to me. 

May this be a happy May time with wild 
flowers plentiful, and may you each have as 
jolly a comrade as she was. 


We love that which responds to love the 
most readily. That is why some of us are 
loved more than others. 
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MAY, 1913 


The last day of school is near, 

Hooray for the month of May! 

To the woods we ll flock to dance and sing, 
Hooray for the month of May! 


In such a month it’s joy to live, 

Hooray for the month of May! 

And there’s never a frown or never a tear 
In the Spring of the month of May. 


Hooray for the trees; hooray for the grass; 
Hooray for the month of May! 

Hooray for the field all green with grain, 
We bless you, month of May. 


Tay" IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 


1, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, and I will 
fill their treasuries. 


WEE WISDOM TO BE ENLARGED 


EGINNING with the August num- 
ber, WEE WISDOM will be en- 
larged so as to contain not only the 

stories and good things for our Wee 

readers (as it now does), but also a de- 

partment devoted to youths, and one for 
the mothers of the Truth children. 


@ Myrtle Fillmore will have charge of 

the Home department and will deal with 

the home problems as they are presented 
to her. 


@ The Wee pages will have many stories 
and pictures—more, probably, than in 
the past. 

@ The Youths’ department is for the 
Wees who have grown into Truth stu- 
dents desiring articles and stories of an 
advanced nature. 


@ On July Ist the price will advance 
from 50 cents a year to $1.00 a year. 


@ For a short time new subscriptions 
will be received at the rate of three for 


one dollar. 


@ This is one-third of the new rate. 


One dollar does the work of three. 


@ Remember on July Ist the price ad- 

vances. You may renew now at 50 

cents a year, no matter when your sub- 
scription expires. 
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